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all to no purpose, and after giving one last
heartrending groan, he expired at my feet.
I could have wept. The pains that had been
taken with that goat to make it fat and
well-favoured for the delectation of my friends !
and then that it should shuffle off this mortal
coil on the very day fixed for its execution
was altogether heartrending. I think I really
should have found relief in tears, had not
my attention been aroused by the sound of
the salute being fired from the palace, which
meant that the Chief and his party had ap-
peared in sight So I turned away sadly,
after giving orders to have the creature
buried, and proceeded to the Rouse, where
I met Mr. Simpson and Mr. Melville. They
both expressed much sympathy, but we could
not help seeing the funny side of the affair,
and ended by laughing very heartily over
the sad end to my mutton scheme.

Twelve times did the gun boom from
the palace, and by the time the twelfth had
sounded, Mr. Quinton, accompanied ,by